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DIFFERENT EYES. 
He (in love): THERE SHE GOES WITH HER ST. BERNARD. BEAUTY 
AND THE BEAST OVER AGAIN. 
The Other One; YES; ISN’T-HE A BEAUTY. 
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Solid Silver 


(Exclusively.) 





WaultTinc Mra Co. 


Silversmiths, 





Broadway & 18th St., 


NEW YORK. 













‘WE MAKE SOLID SILVER ONLY, 
OF STERLING QUALITY {5 FINE; 
EVERY ARTICLE BEARING 
OUR TRADE-MARK. 
THEREFORE PURCHASERS 
SECURE ENTIRE FREEDOM 


FROM FALSE IMPRESSIONS. 





BREWSTER & CO., 


(OF BROOME ST.) 
Broadway, 47th to 48th Streets. 


(Only place of business.) 


COACH BUILDERS. 


The acknowledged standard for form and quality. 
Four-horse Traps and Road Coaches a specialty. 


L.P. Hollander & Co. 


290 FIFTH AVENUE, 





Highest Class Dressmaking at Moderate Prices. 
Our Models of Ladies’ Dresses 


and exclusive materials for taking orders are now ready for the season. 
We make a specialty of Yourig Ladies’ inexpensive Summer 
Dresses Ready-made in Serges, Fancy Mixtures, Muslins and Piques. 


Our Complete Importations of 
LADIES’ CAPES and JACKETS, also 
Misses’ Dresses, Street Garments, and Trimmed Hats, 
ARE NOW OPENED. 








Filon Haghes6 


Successors to A. T. STEWART & CO., j 


‘ 
Broadway, 4th Avenue, 9th and 10th Streets, | 
IT’S IN THE AIR 

that a quicker pulse is thrilling the store. But no matter wh4 
you may be told of enterprise and energy here—of newer goods a}: 
improved ways, of merchandise that charms and of prices that ten 
—the facts are above anything you'll believe without seeing. 

Take an hour, take half an hour, take five minutes even to lo 
about; from the Groceries in the Basement to the two acres of Ft 
niture on the Fourth Floor, see if there isn’t almost everywhere e\ 
dence of an upward lift. 

The convenience of it—the safety of it! 
linn chants tag $0 rein the machete of tha 
pen by men cee know where to go and on ane be ge ceived Seog 


when to go for the best. ton. 
And the prices are very likely below what| APPLE BUTTER, old fashioned, fir}: 
quality, made of boiled cider and best app 


you ever dreamed of. 
31c_ the stone jar, with bail. 
(Groceries are delivered free any- jar, a ; 
where withia 100 miles of New York.) FRENCH TABLE PRUNES, finest a 
very large, handsome fruit, packed in2Ib. gq 
Measure the store by these: jar, 55e. the jar. ; 
SCOTCH KIPPERED HERRING, best|| OYSTER BAY ASPARAGUS, finest quali 
quality, plain or tomato sauce, a breakfast del- | large, handsome, white, tender spears, ! 
icacy to eat hot or cold, 17e. the can; $1.96 | bunch in each can, 32e. the can; $3.77 t 


the doz | doz. ; 
MAINE SUGAR CORN (Baby Corn), fin 





large fine fruit, cleaned ana stemmed, 8¢. 


LOOSE MUSCATEL RAISINS ( ee 
lb. carton, 





COLUMBIA RIVER SALMON STEAKS, | 
best quality, one solid piece of the tenderloin of | quality, the sweetest, tenderest, creamiest 4 
the fish. To eat hot or cold. 18c. the Ib. flat | most delicious corn packed, small kernels. § 
can: *2.10 the doz. pack, 15e. the can; $1.72 doz. ; $3.402 

GLOUCESTER MACKEREL, extra shore, | case. — 
No. 1, 1.43 the 10 lb. kit. | N. Y. STATE STRINGLESS BEANS, 

CALIFORNIA EGG PLUMS or GREEN | “match stick”’ kind, very small, tender, 
GAGES, whole, firm, large fruit of natural | and green. Equal to the best French. 
flavor in good syrup, 14¢. the can; $1 61 doz. | can; $2.04 doz. ; $4 for 2 doz. case. 

CALIFORNIA BARTLETT PEARS, extra} MARROWFAT PEAS, N. Y. State, § 
quality, best that can be packed, large halves, | quality, exquisite flavor, sweet and mé 
heavy syrup, 29¢. thecan; $3.36 doz. | cans full, 10c. can. 

rTURKEY LAYER FIGS, finest TEA, choice quality, mixed, oolong or 
For this week only. 23e. the 2 lb. box | lish breakfast. hese Teas are of fine leaf§ 

HALLOWEE DATES, best quality, in 1| possess exceptional = qualities. 
Ib. boxes, 8c. regular 6oc, kind at 35c. the lb. 





quality. 





GOPYRIGHT FOR GREAT BRITAIN BY JAMES HENDERSON 
UNDER THE AGT OF 108%. | 
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HISTRIONIC HYDRAULICS. 


First Actress: 1 THINK I HAVE THE POWER OF COMMUNICATING A FEELING TO AN AUDIENCE. 
Second Actress: YES. WHEN YOU WEPT TO-NIGHT I NOTICED THAT EVERYBODY PERSPIRED PROFUSELY. 








BALLAD OF THE BOLTED BONES. 


ISS Sarah Adeliza Jones, 
A ritualistic maid devout, 
Possessed a box of holy bones 
She couldn’t get along without. 


Full many a finger that, for alms 
Cash down, haderst absolved and blessed, 
Full many a toe whose saintly charms 
Devotion’s pious lips had pressed. 


Ascetic was the maiden’s bent, 

And in her self-devotion vast, 
Vicariously keeping Lent, 

She set her poodle-dog to fast. 
And bade him live on cold, raw hope 

The inner dog to mortify : 

Ah! maid devout, ’twas rash to ope 
The relic-chest when he was by ! 
In vain the blow—the warning tones-- ‘ 

For ere she bolted down the lid 
The dog had bolted down the bones Parrot (up in Evolution) : 
And bolted down the street and hid. THIS WHAT WE COME TO? 





A CHICAGO PUZZLE. 


ASTERN STRANGER: The 
Joneses and Robbinses are re- 
lated, I understand. 

EXPERIENCED NATIVE: I should 
say they were. When old Robbins 
was divorced, he married Miss Jones, 
and her elder brother, Potter Jones, 
married Mrs. Robbins. (Stranger 
gasps.) Oh, that’s not half of it! The 
year after that, young Mrs. Robbins 
got a divorce and married the former 
Mrs. Robbins’s uncle, and last year 
Potter Jones was divorced and married 
Robbins’s younger sister. That’s how 
at stands at present, but they say Rob- 


ras ang ' 
ae bins is paying attention to Potter 


Jones’s aunt now, so there’s no telling 
Great Scotr! 1s ow much further the family connec- 
tion may extend. 


| 
| 
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DOLOROUS cry comes from Cam- 
bridge over the action of the Harvard 
Faculty in confirming the recent expression 
of its disapproval of intercollegiate football. 
It does not lie with the Harvard faculty 
3 <P to determine positively whether Harvard 
undergraduates shall play intercollegiate 
matches or not. The final decision rests with the 
overseers. Nevertheless the action of the faculty 
is thought to be very ominous, and the football cap- 
tain, after issuing a more-in-sorrow-than-in-anger 
manifesto, has notified the candidates for his team that they 
may go out of training. This apparent submission of young 
Harvard to the views of a Faculty of the Arts and Sciences, 
having limited authority and no pretence to expert knowledge 
of sport, cannot fail to amaze the contemporary observer. 






* * * 


T has been held and reiterated for some 
years past by an enlightened press 
that football was the chief end 
Aa of all our greater institutions of 
AY learning, and that study was 






iA merely incident to the cultivation 

Fo of athletic sports. But now 
7\ when the Harvard faculty puts 
> its foot down on football, instead 
of tidings of riot and rebellion 
and the calling out of the 
Ancient and Honorable Artillery 
of Boston, to quell disturbances, there 
comes no news from Cambridge ex- 
cept of sorrowful submission, qualified by 
faint hopes of succor from the Board of 
Overseers. It is passing strange and very 
unexpected. It seems almost possible that 
it may have penetrated the intelligences of 
the Harvard undergraduates themselves 





that football of late years has been over- 
done, and that all intercollegiate competitions would better 
be conducted with less, bickering, less splurge, less sharp 


practice and at less expense if any of them are to survive. 
Football decently played is a good game, but of late years 
the utmost efforts of its truest friends to get it decently 
played, have too often been futile. If it cannot be played 
without brutality, let it sleep awhile, until undergraduates 
(and graduates, too, they are just as bad), grow wiser. 


* * * 


MODERN navy seems to offer a 
temptation to a rich nation 
that is closely analogous to that 
=: which an abundance of good foot- 
ball material offers to a great 
/') university. It seems a pity to leave 
it idle, when so much glory and 
popularity can be derived from 
putting it into active use. Every time 
that Uncle Sam gets a chance nowa- 
days to get into trouble with any of his neighbors a legion 
of vociferous patriots cry to him to get out his ships and let 
them do something to interest the people and promote the 
sale of newspapers. But the truth is that it is just about as 
important for Uncle Sam to be a great naval power as it is 
for Harvard University to be a great football power. He 
ought to have a reasonable number of good ships and to 
make himself respected on the sea, but naval supremacy is 
not really in his line. His business is to keep the peace, and 
to maintain such conditions at home and such relations with 
foreign countries that his seventy-five millions of children 
can have the best possible chance to grow up and be 
educated and progress and prosper. 

Harvard University needs football enough to give her 
young men exercise; Uncle Sam needs ships enough to 
protect his commerce. He does not need ships for ad- 
vertising purposes any more than Harvard needs football 
teams for that use. 





HE innings of the 
cold wave is nearly 
over. It is still an af- 
fliction—never more so 
indeed than at this time 
of the year when it dis- 
courages the effects of 
spring and _ dispenses 
pneumonia and the grip. 
Presently it will lose 
part of its identity and 
become known in the 
weather reports as merely 
‘cooler,’ and in another quarter it will shed its husk 
entirely and bloom out with new wings as the blessed .“ cool 
wave” that is the friend of infancy, and makes things 
generally comfortable. But don’t trifle with it because it is 
going to reform. Every year it makes permanent April 
fools of numbers of incautious people whom it catches out 
in their spring clothes. 




















IN THE BORDERLAND. 
(A Drama of the Coming School.) 


A tropical night—yellow. A moonbeam, cold as a bone. 
Clouds like continents. A terrace. A settee of wrought 
steel. A woman in a hat. A youth with a face like a 


4 
Q 
" 


desert full of air. 
E (resuming a lute): Listen. (Sings in a voice like 
a tinkling cymbal). 
Your lips are like the vines of night, % 


Like tortured ivies, twisted tight, 
Like tangled eels that turn and twine, 
Like trampled mess of eglantine, 
Beneath your hat 
They’re just like that. 


SHE (sobééngly): But your hair! Your hair! Your 
hair ! 

HE: Myhair! Ah, ah—Hully—— 

SHE: Whose fault is it ? 

HE: His! Himmel—his’n! I’m symbolized. 

SHE: Is he dead? 

HE: Is it better to be dead—— 

SHE: He lives—lives. You are avenged. Is it better to 


have hair like that or to be dead? It is better to be— 
What is one more reason for the heathen to be happy ? 
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HE: They miss such nights as ours—such talks—such 
——. Listen. 

SHE: Again? Ah—— 

HE: Listen. (Resuming a lute, sings.) 


The bigger bugs look for their pickin’s ; 
The murdered ones shriek like the Dickens ! 
The mortified moon, 
A skull-white balloon, 
Swoops over some little dead chickens. 
Is not the night liké that ? 
SHE: Oh yes, the night is quite like that! 
sort of a night it is. But the others do not tinkle. 
HE (waving his chin): Listen. It is like that. 


That’s the 


It is like 


that. Itis like that. Here’ssome more. (7he moon with- 
draws.) 
SHE: You goon—on. Ah! I could——. Again? 
HE: Listen. (Szugs.) 
The muskiness thickens and thickens, 
The stagger-bat dizzies and sickens, 
Soft, supple and slight, 
The jewelish night 
Sees little boys getting their lickin’s. 
SHE: And I—oh—ah! I thought I had known trouble ! 
HE: Listen. I will sing on—on. 
SHE: You wll. (Falls screaming upon the settee.) 
HE: Listen. (Resuming a lute.) Hush. 


SHE (springing to her feet with one hand and stifling a 
sob with the other): More like that ? 


HE: Listen. (Falls writhing upon the terrace.) 
SHE: Listen. Hush. (She stands over him waving the 
settee.) CURTAIN. 





ANCIENT. 
ISS REDBUD: Mr. Quilter said he wrote a joke 
about you and sent it to one of the papers. 
Miss PENSTOCK: Was it accepted ? 
MIss REDBUD: No. The editor said the subject was 
too old. 





A MEAN TRICK. 
- HAT Bagley is a chump.” 
“Why so?” 
‘He paid me ten he owed me, right before my tailor.” 











SOMETHING QUEURIOUS. 
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REMARKABLE. 


RS. TWICKENHAM (éo Mrs. Longlane on her 25th 
wedding anniversary): What a young looking man 











your husband is! I was just telling him that Oh V 

it didn’t seem possible that he had lived with d se ot AMERICAN APPRECIATION OF POE. 
you for twenty-five years. Gps: ae OT long ago the London Saturday Review in an 
- SAFE. * “en article even more than customarily ill-natured 
ISS PINKERLY: lamalways Oe toward America, said that we had had only two writers 
glad to go skating with you, ait of the first rank—Hawthorne and Poe,—and it doubted 
Mr. Tutter. rc anit ; whether we had ever, even at this late day, appreciated what a 
YOUNG TUTTER: Why a : great writer Poe was. There was the usual charge of having 
so, Miss Clara ? galas neglected him while living and permitted him to die in poverty. 
Miss PINKERLY: Because = ” i When this was published there had.already appeared in this 
there is no danger of _ ant by—e—-=—"" country the first volumes of a sumptuous edition of the collected 


your breaking the ice. 
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Native: YOUR FRIEND HE IS WONDERFUL 
CLIMBER ! 

‘‘OH, THIS IS NOTHING TO HIM! HE LIVES IN A 
HARLEM FLAT.” 








THE MECHANICS OF IT. 
WHEN HE WROTE IT. 
CROSS the green meadows of June 
The shadows of eventide throng— 
(This blamed thing must go by next mail. 
What rhymes with throng ?—long, wrong, gong, 
song). 
The winds, sweet from clover-brimmed fields, 
Have swept the cloud-wraiths from the west— 
(The sixteenth mosquito I’ve slain, 
By Jove! and I came “ere for rest !) 
WHEN IT APPEARED, 
Across the green meadows of June 
The shadows of eventide throng ; 
Somewhere in the flowering copse 
A startled thrush breaks into song. 
The winds, sweet from clover-brimmed fields, 
Have swept the cloud-wraiths from the west, 
And one bright star, jewel-like, gleams 
Undimmed on the night’s dusky breast. 


“Works of Edgar Allan Poe” (Stone & Kimball), which in paper, 
printing, illustration and the distinction of its editors, is certainly 
the equal of those which the compatriots of the Saturday are 
accustomed to give their own most revered authors. 

If the editor of the Saturday will read the Memoir which Prof. George 
E. Woodberry has prefixed to the first volume of Poe’s works, he will 
surely conclude that more than fifty years ago, when this country was 
much “ cruder ” than now, the treatment accorded Poe by his contempo- 
raries was far more charitable than that which Englishmen bestowed on 
Keats, Shelley and Byron. 

Prof. Woodberry evidently writes without any admiration for Poe's 
personality. The facts are stated clearly, dispassionately and without 
mincing matters. When you have finished the Memoir you have a 
realistic portrait of this strange, unbalanced, and often disagreeable 
genius. And yet there is hardly a page that does not record some act of 
kindness, some stroke of good fortune, some golden opportunity which 
the spontaneous admiration of Poe’s friends and literary associates threw 
into his lap! Indeed, one seldom reads the records of a brief life so filled 
with romantic and unexpected kindnesses. The child of poor actors is 
adopted by rich and cultivated people ; is given the advantages of foreign 
travel and schools in his impressionable youth ; is placed by influential 
friends in two of the best American institutions of advanced learning, the 
University of Virginia and West Point, and finally is given chance after 
chance on the best periodicals that then existed. 

With all these opportunities he lived a roving, unhappy, suspicious, 
and sinister existence, and died in poverty. But he died with the full 
knowledge that most of his contemporaries regarded him as a great poet, 
critic and romancer. The world is full of contented happy people who 
thank the fates that by dint of persistent work and untiring watchfulness 
they are able to have and keep a very small part of the blessings that 
Poe threw away in scorn. 


* * * 


HERE has always been a misconception of what ought to make a 
man of genius happy and contented, and a great deal of useless 
pity and regret has been thereby wasted. The literary men who write the 
biographies of other literary men are apt to set up an ideal and impossi- 
ble standard of material surroundings, and, if the subject of the biography 
falls short of it, he is straightway declared to be the unhappy victim of a 
malign fate. Fortunately Prof. Woodberry does not belong to this school 
of biographers. 
All of which has nothing whatever to do with the supreme art 
which Poe possessed as poet and romancer in spite of himself and the 
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“TI have a foil,” Love answered reassuringly, “the 
one there in your hand. My skill depends upon your 
strength.” 

The girl’s arm fell. 

Se “I mean,” he added, “that your foil is likely to re- 
RASS Gy bound; if you thrust well enough to injure me 
7 ANS => your own wounds will be very deep. What is 
hl Tay \ bo NN Wan your grievance, anyway ?” 
a fis. ““You’ve made me do what I chose not to do,” 
ae she said. ‘“ You do not leave me my own will in 
anything, so you must die.” 

Love gave an impatient, mocking laugh. 
“I’m not as young as I once was,” he said. 
“‘T know what I am talking about. I would 


put down that foil if I were you.” 
I The girl made a fierce thrust at him, 
\= then fell back with her hand against 
Y/ her heart. Her foil slipped from her 
grasp. “At least,” she murmured, 
ies, “he is dead.” 


} # 
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AWS There was an eddy in the water ef 
\ ; the mysterious clear brown pools. 
ma “ By Jove,” said Love, returning te 


| 
ae ““\ his line, “there’s something on my 
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OSTON is acquiring a new dis- 
tinction as a good town to be 
found dead in. The point is that 
suicide is a criminal offense in New 
York State, but not in Massachusetts, 
circumstances that he permitted to dominate him. For this so that prudent New Yorkers who purpose self-destruction 
all intelligent American readers have had from the first go to Boston, where they will not be arrested if they make 
unbounded admiration; and for the rest their charity has a botch of it. 

always been as broad and sympathetic as that of 
7 the Scotch nation for the weaknesses of Robert 

Burns. Droch. 


Bishop Gullem: AND WHAT STUDIES WILL YOUR DAUGHTER TAKE UP? 
‘*WELL, I ARGUED FOR FRENCH, MUSIC AND DRAWING, BUT HER FATHER INSISTS 
©N MORAL PHILOSOPHY, PRONUNCIATION AND TABLE MANNERS.” 
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F THE GIRL WITH THE GRIEVANCE. 
OVE was out fishing. He sat in a shadowy, 
quiet little nook where the water stood in 
mysterious clear brown pools. Now and again he 





drew up his line to see if the bait were gone. 
Sometimes he put on new bait. 
“Ah,” said a triumphant voice at his elbow. 
Love looked up, and a girl whom he knew very 
well confronted him. 
““T am quite busy just now,” he said. ‘Can I 
do something for you?” 
‘“‘T have come to kill you,” said the girl, and he 
saw a glint of steel above his head. 
He rose, secured his rod in the cleft of a tree so 
that the line would hang well in the water, and 
4 dusted his hands together. 
I ‘Have you considered it well ?” he asked. 
\ “TI hate you!” she cried, and with her foil she 
made a swift pass toward his heart, then checked 
herself. ‘* You are unarmored and unarmed.” 
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AN IMPERFECT INVENTION. 


HE calls me up; and Jimmy smiles, 
For—‘‘ A lady wants you, sir!” 
And then across a dozen miles 
I stand and talk with her. 


Her laugh has just its clear sweet ring, 
Her voice its natural tone, 
But, hang it all! I miss one thing— 
I can't be kissed by telephone ! 
Harry Romaine. 


IMPRESSIONS OF IMPRESSIONISTS. 


AT THE SHOW BY 
AMERICAN 


THE SOCIETY OF 
ARTISTS. 


a ee 
HE: 
be funny. 

SHE: But how chalky, and harsh, and 
unnatural ! 

HE: That is what they try for. No self- 
respecting impressionist would paint in any 
omer way. 

%& SHE: Really? But have they no parents 
or guardians to set them right ? 

HE: Yes, but they don’t believe them. 
Those who differ are lacking in artistic 
sense. 

SHE: How amusing! 
rather hard on the public. 


Aren’t they funny ? 
Yes. Impressionists are apt to 


And yet it is 


HeE: The results are certainly depress- 
ing. 

SHE: Who buys such things ? 

HE: Oh, nobody buys them ! 

SHE: Then how do the poor things live ? 

HE: By scraping the pea soup, canned 


asparagus and bad eggs from the surface of 
their unsold paintings. But look at this one. 
What a skilful discord in streaks of purple, 
emerald, green, and yellow! 

SHE: One can almost hear it! 

HE: Yes. ‘That is probably why it occu- 


THE THREE SISTERS. 





THE WONDERS OF AMERICA. 


THE HIGHEST PEAKS IN THE GREEN MOUNTAINS. 








pies a place of honor and has taken a prize. ia 
SHE: Well, I declare! And what does it represent ? 
HE: A landscape, I fancy. 
SHE: Do you think so? It seems so faint and sick 
with all its pastiness. — , ; 


HE: That special combination of qualities is the pride of 
the school. 
SHE: Well, I must say I don’t see how an educated 


painter can find pleasure in producing this stuff. 
HE: He can’t. 
knows how to paint becomes an impressionist. 


It is very rare that a man who really 
It is the 
short cut to fame for the men who are doubtful about get- 
ting there any other way. 





SHE: This show has done me good in making me grate- 
ful that the Creator is not an impressionist. 

He: If He were it would be only the color-blind who 
could live out of doors. 





I* is a meteorological fact, weather we believe it or 
no, that many a reigning sovereign is constitution- 
ally dry. 





HAT “ music 
breast” is doubtless the reason African explorers 


hath charms to soothe the savage 


usually go in bands. 
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THE WONDERS OF AMERICA. 


AN INTERCOLLEGIATE 


FOOTBALL GAME. 








is THE UNCERTAINTIES OF A TRYING CALLING. 
66 


HO is this man who carries a dress suit case in one 
hand and a pair of overalls in the other?” 
‘His name is Kollum Raites and he is a very versatile and 


distinguished journalist. He*is fully equipped, as you see, 
for his work on the Morning Fake.” 

“But why does he carry the dress suit case and the 
overalls?” 





“Because he is doing night duty and he 

























Mrs.: 
Mr.: 


THE DENTIST SAYS I MUSF HAVE A TOOTH 
NEVER MIND. IT CAN’T HAPPEN MANY MORE 






wishes to be ready for any emergency.” 

“ Well, but ey 

‘** Well how does he know whether the man- 
aging editor will hand him a mop or a pair 
of opera tickets? I tell you he’s an all- 
round newspaper man, and they use him 
for pretty near everything from washing 
windows to writing musical criti- 


cisms.”’ 

NM ISS SUMMIT: Mr. Jagway 
called on me last night, and 

| think he had been drinking. 











EVIDENCE. 


/ a MIss PALISADE: He told me 
OUT. this morning that you looked 
TIMES, beautiful. 





A POINTER 


Mr. HENDERSON OLDBOY, WHO IS NOW IN BERLIN wit 





TER BM BERLIN. 


£ 


NN WITHGGOUNG WIFE, DOES NOT BELIEVE IN STANDING ARMIES. 

























CHARLOTTE CORDAY ET AL. 
CTORS have one idea. The people in front have 
another. The actor wants to impress the person in 

front with his, or her, own individuality. The person in 
front only wishes to be amused by, or absorbed in, the 
stage performance. So far as the actor is trying to make an 
impression of his own personality he makes a mistake. He 
should be drowned in the character he represents. In this 
particular Mr. Kyrle Bellew, as Jean Paul Marat, seems to 
meet most requirements of the part. The character of 
Marat, from the historical point of view, is largely founded 
on that of Barére, but there were so many of those gory 
Frenchmen, including Robespierre, Danton, and the rest on 
the Committee of Public Safety, that Mr. Bellew could not 
go far wrong in making his Mara? as gory a paranoiac as 
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Doctor: YOU NEED EXERCISE. YOU SHOULD TAKE LONG WALKS; WALK, 


WALK, SIR. 


‘*BuT, DocToR, YOU FORGET. I AM THE FATHER OF TWINS.” 





THE BLINDNESS OF LOVE. 
‘‘T AM NOT A FLIRT, AND HE HAS IMPLICIT CONFIDENCE 
IN ME.” 


‘*So I HEAR, EVEN IN YOUR COMPLEXION,” 








he pleased. Historically he is doubtless correct in making 
Marat a consumptive as well as a paranoiac. Ina way this 
conception adds to the picturesqueness of the réle, whether 
it adds to its attractiveness or not. : 

With the briefest description of Mr. Bellew’s 
performance in ‘‘ Charlotte Corday,” the interest 
in the. piece should stop. Mrs. Potter, as 
Charlotte, is out of the question. 
beautiful woman, but she misses so many 
opportunities that her performance can not be 
taken seriously from the artistic point of view, 
serious as it may be historically. Charlotte 


She is a 


Corday was a great woman—along in the same 
category with Joan of Arc—but in her represen- 
tation of the character Mrs. Potter makes 
artificiality take the place of art. This is largely 
due to her lack of a musical ear as well as a 
If her work came from her 
heart, as much as from her training, she would 
do better, but there remains the evidence that 
she does not feel. Feeling—feeling that goes 
down into the heart and makes the throat 
pulsate with deep—not hoarse—tones, is a 
pretty fair criterion of the emotions of an 
actress. Mrs. Potter does distinctly not possess 
this quality which distinguishes the great artist 
from the one who belongs in the middle ranks. 


musical voice. 
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“* Charlotte Corday ” is fairly well mounted at the Herald 
Square Theatre. The chorus—if so one may denominate 
the people who are supposed to represent a mob, and who, 
in this case, are never seen at all—are especially good. 
This perfection of detail is a small thing, but it means a lot 
in the illusion, and should be commended, especially in 
plays that deal with the Reign of Terror. 

Just now there are three couples who are, in a dramatic 
way, attracting the attention of the American public. These 
are Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, Mr. and Mrs. Mansfield, and Mr. 
Bellew and Mrs. Potter. Of the three we are at a loss to 
determine which we consider first. Also which to consider 
worst. We do not wish to appear invidious, and will will- 
ingly leave the entire proposition to the decision of LIFE’s 
readers. * * * 

INCE “Madame Sans Géne” LIFE has seen Mme. 
Réjane in two more pieces—* Ma Cousine,” and “ La 


Maison des Poupées.”” The 
conclusion is that this lady, 
who has come over to us 
from France, is really an 
artist. It would be hard to 
select three impersonations 
requiring so great a range 
of ability and find them all 
so well met by any one 
known to the English- 
speaking stage. Mme. Ré- 
jane is not young, she is 
not beautiful, she does not 
even possess the finest 
abilities for stage work, 
but she has a certain in- 
telligence and magnetism, 
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IF YER WANT TER 


Uncle Hiram: 


"EM TO IT. 
MY SON, IKE! 

‘* BUT THET DOG IS NO GooD!” 

Uncle Hiram; NEITHER Is IKE. ’ 


HAVE GOOD DOGS YER MUST EDJICATE 
I TOOK AS MUCH TROUBLE TO REAR ME DOG THAR EZ I DID WITH 


an attractive- — 
ness of manner, 
which entitle 
s~. her to the rare 
a 
_- / distinction of 
being a true artist in the effects she produces. 
* * * 
N R. DALY has revived “ Nancy and Com- 
1 pany.” The new blood in his company 
shows to good advantage—Miss Elliott, Mr. 
Worthing and Mr. Dixey especially. It is a 
strange commentary on the paucity of new 
dramatic material that Mr. Daly has to go 


back to the successes of a decade ago. 
* * * 


HE most unfailing evidence of the return 
of Spring is with us, On our streets ap~ 
pear strange peoples from all over the globe 
and clad in their native garb, in some cases, 
however, supplemented with a Bowery overcoat 
to keep the New York zephyrs from toying too 
freely with a tropical skin. There is an odor 
of wild animals in the neighborhood of Madison 
Square. Every chink and aperture of the Gar- 
den has a small boy’s eye glued to it. All of 
which means that the Barnum & Bailey circus 
is here. Metcalfe. 





A DEAD GAME SPORT. 
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HE Yale News invites responses to the 
question, “What is Yale’s_ greatest 
need?” LIFE does not think at this moment 
of anything Yale needs more than a liberal 
share of defeat in various athletic competitions. 
Her renown as a winner of games and 
races is a little too complete. A better 
distribution of intercollegiate laurels might 
help her reputation as an institution of 
learning. It is a pity in the minds of Harvard 
graduates and undergraduates that it is so 
difficult for Harvard to minister to her necessities 
in this respect. 
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ONE day in my missionary work in the Cumberland Mountains, said a minister, I 
rode up to a much better-looking house and hillside farm than was customary in that 
section. 

**Good morning,” 
and the road. 

‘* How d’y ?” he responded. 

‘* Very nice place you have here, 

‘* Right peart,”’ he returned.” 

‘* Can I see the man of the house ?” I inquired. 

‘* Thar ain’t none.” 

‘*No? 

‘**No; a married woman.” 

‘*Who is she ?” 

‘* Lige Jackson’s wife.” 

‘* And there is no man of the house ?” 

‘* That’s what I said.” 

‘* Well, can I see Mrs. Jackson, then ?” 

‘*No; she’s gone down to the store to sell some truck.” 

‘*When will she be back ?” 

‘* Ain’t no tellin’. She does purty much ez she pleases ‘round here.” 

**Mr. Jackson doesn’t cut much of a figure, does he ?” I laughed. 

** Not much.” 

‘** Are you working for him ?” 

‘** Course not ; fer her.” 

‘* Who are you ?” I ventured, for I was bound to see somebody whe ceuld give me 
the information I sought. 

The man smiled a little. 

‘*Oh,” he said, ‘* I ain’t nobody much. 
Cheerful Moments. 


I said to a tall, thin man working in a patch between the house 


” I remarked. 


Does a widow own the place ?” 


I’m only Lige Jackson’s wife’s husband.” — 


‘* I7’s astonishin’,” remarked an old Yankee fortyniner, as he nodded over his «lass 
to a friend, ‘‘ what a coward a man is at home—a reg’lar crawlin’ sneak, by Jove! I've 
traveled a good bit, and held up my head in most o’ the camps on the coast since ‘49, 
I’ve got three bullets inside o’ me. I’ve shot and been shot at, and never heard nobody 
say I hadn't as good grit as most fellers that’s goin’. But at home I’m a kyote. Afore 
I'd let the old woman know that her hot biscuit wasn’t Ar when it’s like stiff amalgam) 
I'd fill myself as full asa retort. I’ve done it lots o' times. Most o’ my teeth is gone 
from tuggin’ on beefsteaks that the old woman fried. D’ye think I roar out when I go 
over a chair in the dark ? 

‘©No, sir. While I’m rubbin’ my shins an’ keepin’ back the tears, I’m likewise 
sweatin’ fur fear the old woman has been woke by the upset. It didn’t used to be so,” 
sighed the poor fellow, thoughtfully rubbing his scalp. ‘‘ When we first hitched, I thought 
I was superintendent; but, after a year or two of argyin’ the pint, I settled down to 
shovin’ the car at low wages. I kin lick any man o’ my age an’ size,” cried the old 
gentleman, banging the saloon table with his wrinkled fist. ‘‘ I'll shoot, stand up, or 
rough-and-tumble for coin ; but, when I hang my hat on the peg in the hall, an’ take off 
my muddy boots, an’ hear the old woman ask if that’s me, I tell you the starch comes 
right out o’ me !"—Chicago Ledger. 


A story is told of Mr. Balfour’s recent golf-starring tour. He had made an iron 
shot in which he had sent the soil almost half as far as the ball. ‘‘ What did I hit ?” he 
asked his caddie, as he looked round to discover a hidden boulder or a decapitated stump, 
The only reply was about as crushing as could have ‘been compressed into a single werd 
—‘' Scotland.” 


WHEN a man tempts fate by reminding a spinster of her condition, his punish- 
ment is generally swift and sure. In a county of Ireland where the Quakers were 
numerous the entire body on one occasion gathered together for one of their quarterly 
meetings. 

After the exercises of the morning a public luncheon was held, at which all the 
Friends attended. The conversation turned to matrimony. 

‘* Bridget,” said an unmannerly youthful member of the society, speaking across the 
crowded table to a prim, elderly maiden lady, ‘‘ wilt thou tell me why thou has never 
married ?” 

‘*Certdinly, Friend William,” responded the ready Bridget in a voice audible ever 
theroom. ‘‘’Tis because I am not so aisy pleased as thy wife was.”—F xchange. 








For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The Inter- 
national eo" Company a Building, Chancery Lane, 
London, E. C., England, AgEnrs. 


EUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. Brentano, 37 ae de l’Opera, 
Paris; Saarbach’: . News Exchange Cc Mayence. 
Germany, Agents for Germany, Aerie, and ‘Switzerland. 
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The detestable odors of many hotel and sleeping car soaps 
are intended to conceal the poor quality of the soap itself. ‘The 
traveler who wishes to thoroughly enjoy his toilet and bath, 
will carry a piece of Ivory Soap in his toilet case. 

Tne Procter & Gamate Co., Cini. 


HITCHINGS & CO., Horticultural Architects and Builders 


And Largest Manufacturers of 


GREENHOUSE HEATING ano VENTILATING APPARATUS 





Established 5 50 Years. 
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Conservatories, pacer Palm Houses, Etc., Erected Complete with 
Our Patent Iron Frame Construction. Plansand Estimates of Cost and 
Illustrated Catalogues Sent on — 233 MERCER ST.. N.Y. 


are prepared to 


“|Make to Order 


Ladies’ 
Tailor-Made 


"Costu mes 
Walking, 
Top and Driving 


Coats 


Riding Habits 
and 


Bicycle Suits 


in the latest styles 







We WILL SEND ON RECEIPT 
__ OF 10* ASAMPLETO 

= ANY ADDRESS. PRICES 
= OF GOLDEN SCEPTRE, 
[tb $1.30, 4b 40¢s 


POSTAGE PAID. 
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LIFE BINDER. 


Cheap, Strong and Durable, Will 
hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any 
part of the United States for $1.00, 
postage free. 

Address Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 
19 West Thirty-First Street, N. Y. 


NOTICE. 








UBSCRIBERS TO “LIF. 
will please give old address 
as well as new when re- 
questing change of same. 




















and of the most desirabie materials 


Private European Parties 


(EIGHTH SEASON.) 


at 


Very Low Prices. 


West 23d St 


May 11, tour of 63 days; June 8, tour of 5¢ 
days; June 20, tour of 64 days; June 29, tour ot 
87 days. Comprehensive and delightful routes, 
For descriptive book and reference, address, 


MRS. M. D. FRAZAR & CO., 














7o and 71 Globe Building, Boston, Mass. 
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~— Used by all good cooks Send address for Cook Book. as well as new when re- 
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210 Fifth Avenue, 


Madison Square, 


New York. 
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isk- [| the book at your druggist’s 
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Annual sales more than 6,000.000 boxes. 
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THERE IS A “BEST” IN EVERYTHING= 


the 


« [A Revolution 


of the wheels of a 


Stearns 





ever 
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“The Yellow Fellow.” 

icycle carries you over the ground with less eee eee 

bffort and more speed than any other wheel. Showman: LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, ALLOW ME TO INTRODUCE TO YOUR NOTICE 
Vhy? Less friction. Miss CADWALLADER HooGay, THE CHILDISH VENUS OF THE AZORES; ONE, IF NOT 


Before buying a bicycle do us the favor of | py GREATEST, CURIOSITY ON THE FACE OF THE EARTH, INASMUCH AS SHE ALTER- 
ending for our catalogue, and name of nearest | yayEg IN COLOR EVERY YEAR—ONE YEAR BEING ENTIRELY WHITE, THE NEXT YEAR 


— 


fpsent. You should at least see a “Stearns.” | GHaNGING TO A DECIDED BLACK. THIS YEAR, AS YOU PERCEIVE, SHE IS ENTIRELY| - @ostumers. 
E.C. STEARNS & CO., Syracuse, N. Y. BLACK ! 
BIDWELL-TINKHAM CYCLE CO., our Trade Mark guarantees 





Broadway & soth St., New York. 
Agents for New York and Brooklyn. 


Correct Style F Perfect Fit 
59K 41w. 235° St. 





; « ‘ 
}) No“OLD CROW RYE” is genuine Travelers’ Headaches or 
unless the word R Y Ee Train Sickness 


is printed = label ng case, and our firm 

name is on the case, cork, capsule and label. H 

Many counterfeits are offered. Cured In 20 minutes by 

_Every barrel of rye whiskey made at this dis- 
\® tillery for the past 23 years has been sold and 


\@ delivered to us. 

! The ROBERT STEWART RYE is the best aed 

Eastern rye. — 

' Train's ““RESERVE STOCK” R. O. B. e 
Glenlivet Scotch Whiskey, bottled in Glasgow; 


very old and choice, 


_All the popular brands of wines, liquors, malt i i 7 a 
Sapsien, tie.< sory ca cad anediens Ganen, For Sale on all Trains by Union News Co.’s Agents 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 69 Fulton Street. 
Also Broadway and 27th Street. 








“THE FINO OF BACCHUS.” 


(From the modern Mythology.) 














" ; ACCHUS in a languid mood one day, 
i ele HOTEL sieaaes Cloyed with the Saale essence of ae vine, 
Cried out, “I tire of all this sweetness and the wine; SPRI NG 
| is the VENDOME on the If there be aught that’s new, Cup-bearer mine, 
Back Bay itil I pray thee serve it now without delay.” Driving Coats, Riding Habits, Tray- 
Boulevard, BOSTO wealth Ave. Whereat young Ganymede, there standing by, eling Gowns, Cycling & Golfing 
rial C. H. Greextear & Co, Bowed to the one he served, and laughed: Suits, Ladies’ Percale & Silk Shirt 
sria Saying, ‘Lo, I have here,a draught, Waists, Dinner, Reception & Even- 
PROFILE WHITE The nectar of the gods, in sooth,” and Bacchus quaffed ne tic ‘Shion Cosen, Deal 
Ts In haste, nor stopped he till the cup was dry. & ’ pes, ge 
HOUSE M T NS } Wraps & Collarettes, Paris Hats, 
Indisputably Location un- ° : am ; 7 ; Bonnets & Toques. 
elle merpoaned - Gone hg ~~ — > pain, 
ee ee No more he sat disconsolate and pale; 
ns 2 7 But cried, “’Tis found! Oh, ssh wat liquor, Hail! WEDDING TROUSSEAUS 
Tare Sennen Its name? Ah, yes, I see, ‘THE CLUB COCKTAIL.’ AT MODERATE PRICES A SPECIALTY, 














‘Oh, Ganymede, just set em up again!” 
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~ OUR FOOLISH. 
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A NUMBER of years ago, the Board of Directors of a certain bank were in the 
habit of dining at each other’s houses monthly in rotation. One of them was a 
merchant whose success in business was not in the least assisted by any early 
advantages in the line of education. Dining at the house of Mr. B., he noticed a 
very handsome clock. 

‘* Say, B., where did you get that clock ?” 

‘*In Paris,” said Mr. B. 

Nothing more was said on the subject until, in course of time, Mr. B. gave 
his next dinner to his fellow directors, when the merchant, seeing the clock again, 
exclaimed : 

‘* B, I thought you said you bought that clock in Paris.” 

** So I did.” 

‘* Well, it’s very strange. I wrote to the fellow who made it, ordering a 
duplicate, and he paid no attention to me.” 

‘*T don’t see how you could write to him, when I had not told you his name.’ 

‘*His name! Can’t I read? There it is, on the face of the clock. 
to ‘ Tempus Fugit,’ Paris, France.”"—Zhe Autocrat. 


’ 


I wrote 


CONGRESSMAN SIBLEY, of Pennsylvania, was recently asked his opinion of 
the man in charge of acertain bill. He replied: ‘‘ He is all right, I guess, but 
he reminds me very much of a man up in Pennsylvania. He came from the 


lumber district, with an old bullseye watch, toa jeweler and said ‘I want you to 
The jeweler asked, ‘What is the matter with your watch ?’ 
‘ Well,’ replied the man, ‘I have been looking into it, and I can’t tell exactly, but 
as near as I can make out I guess the trouble with it is that the hair is all worn off 


fix my watch.’ 


the hair-spring.’" —Auffalo Times. 


THE dispenser of the finest brands of Western justice sat on a soap box with 


a law book spread before him on an upended whisky barrel. 

‘* Who arrested this man ?” he asked, as the prisoner stood up before him. 

‘* We did,” responded half a dozen citizens standing around. 

‘* What’s the charge ?” 

‘* Hoss stealin’.” 

‘* Kin you prove it ?” 

‘* You betcher life we kin ; we ketched him in the act.” 

The judge looked ugly. 

‘* Will you swear to it ?” he asked. 

‘* Course we will. Didn’t we jist tell you we ketched him at it ?” 

‘* All right, gents,” said the judge blandly, as he laid his gun across the law 
book. ‘‘I’ll fine each and every one of you $10 and costs for contempt of court 
in fetchin’ him here, and dismiss the case agin the prisoner. You oughter strung 
him up when you ketched him.”—Detro¢t Free Press. 


WHEN the late King Charles of Wurtembérg was yet Crown Prince and he 
was ordered to become engaged tothe Russian Grand Duchess Olga, he was 
shown a portrait of her. After regarding it intently he exclaimed: ‘‘ How 
daringly they have flattered her! The hair is too abundant, the eyes are too 
brilliant, and the complexion too dainty.” The courtiers asked in astonishment : 
‘* But does your royal highness know the Grand Duchess ?” ‘‘ Ido not know her,” 
was the reply, ‘‘ but I know the court painters.” —Oxzlook. 











Shampoo. 


PACKER’S 
TAR SOAP 
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Food is fuel to the body. 


“Best” Tonic, Pabst Malt Extract, secures perfect con- 
sumption of this fuel; hence perfect health, strength and beauty. 
It soothes the most wakeful to delicious slumber. 


At Druggists. 


THE HISTORY OF BREWING BEGINS WITH EGYPT 


a, ___________ 





Cleanses quickly, and leaves the skin ex- 
quisitely clean, sweet and smooth. 
pe Excellent for chapped skin.” —Lancet-Clinic. 


A luxury for shampooing.’’—Med. Standard. 








ASK FOR THIS BRAND. 
(CWaiTe ROSE 
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ICYCLES. 


ARE THE HIGHEST OF ALL HIGH 
GRADES. 


Warranted superior to any Bicycle built in the world, regardless of 

rice. Do not be induced to pay more money for an inferior wheel. 
insist on having the Waverley. Can be delivered from factory #f 
agent hasn’t it. Catalogue ‘‘l’’ Free by Mail. 


22 Ib. Scorcher, = = $85. INDIANA BICYCLE CO., 
75° Indianapolis, Ind., U.8. A. 
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RECOMMENDED FOR 
Gravel, Calculus, Lazy 





Absolutely pure. 
4 a delicate and tender skin. 
MULHENS & KROPFYF, New York, U.S. Agts. 


Unequaled for all persons with 


PAMPHLET FREE. 





C0CCCCCC DCCC LODCCCDOCCCCCD 
END POSTAL FOR FREE SAMPLE 
AND PREMIUM OFFERS. 





For Sale by Druggists. 


LEHN & FINK, Agents, New York. 
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WATER wit cure rv. 
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Jenness Miller Monthly, 


114 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 
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Natural domestic Champagnes are now very popular. 
A fine brand called ‘‘ Golden Age” is attracting atten- 
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UTINE 


HYGIENIC, ADHERENT & INVISIBLE. 
POUDRE DE RIZ.— CEL. FAY, laventor 


| @, Bue de ta Patx, Paris.— Caution. None Genuine but those bearing the word “FRANCE” and the signatare CH. FAY. 
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‘“©AS A MATTER OF COURSE.”’ 
Mr. HowaArD.—‘‘I was so véry much pleased with that Knox Hat I bought here, 
that Iam going to buy another one of you.” 
SALESMAN.—‘‘ Yes, sir; when a gentleman once buys a Knox Hat he always 
becomes a regular customer.’’ 





Velveteen 
Skirt Binding. 
Then LOOK : forthe letters ‘‘S.H.& M.” on the 


label, and take no other, no matter what the clerk may 
tell you. 





For sale by all dry goods dealers. 

A set of the'*S. H. & M."’ miniature figures show- 
tng the latest Parisian costumes, with Booklet on ** How 
to Bind the Dress Skirt,’ mailed for 10c. in stamps. 

Address 

The S. H. & M. Co., P. O. Box 699, N. Y. 


+¢S.H.& M.’’ Dress Stays are the Best. 
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ou will admit that it is quite as indispensable to comfort 

that a stocking should fit and be without bunches and percep- 

tible seams as it is that a Shoe should fit and be without protruding pegs 
and rough courters. 


THEN WHY NOT WEAR THE 


Peacrrc STOCKINGS ? THEY FIT 


and there are no bunches or perceptible seams in them. They are the only 
stockings constructed in accordance with the shape of the human foot. 


Descriptive Price-Let to cay applicant. SHAW STOCKING CO., “8iX5s"- 




















IF YOU WILL PARDON ME &%4 


I'll take off my coat and show you the best suspender | 
ever wore—the XA 


It’s made with ‘* graduated ”” a 
ws ends, which slide HES 
in front, stretch as much as I 
ESI MM 


can reach, last indefinitely, and 
make the suspender supremely | n€ of these labels on the back 


* of each pair, M 





comfortable. Beside it’s as ele- 
gant a brace as is sold. Really, you would better try a 
pair. Only Fifty cents. A cheaper model, the ‘‘ Workers,” | 
at Twenty-five cents. Both have ‘* graduated”’ cord ends. ™ 
Sample pairs mailed for price. Best dealers have them. 

CHESTER SUSPENDER CO., No. 7 Decatur Ave., Roxbury, Mass. 


MM 
CSTR MU MM GSmR 











/ PLAIN OR ORNAMENTAL. 
THICK OR THIN. OF FINEST WOODS. 
s Can be laid over old or new floors. 
Write for New Design Book. 
THE INTERIOR HARDWOOD CoO., 


Manufacturers, INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 
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BRAND 
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OLLARS 
UFFS 


MATONGO. At your Outfitters. 
SMALL SPACE—BIG TYPH 
SHORT STORY—SOON TOLD 


GUARANTEED Collars and Cuffs. 


OUR 
SOUVENIR OF FASHIONS 
Will tell the rest. FREE BY MAIL. 
Read tt at your leisure. 
Cluett, Coon & Co., Makers, Troy, N. Y. 





&SON, 


Muventors aun Sore Mawrs. - PHILADELPHIA 








[JRPEES FARM ANNUAL 


‘The Leading American 
Seed Catalogue.”’ A handsome 
book of 174 pages with many new fea- 
tures for 1895. It tells all about the 
Best Seeds that grow. An 
planter is welcome to a copy FREE, 


W. Atlee Burpee & Co., Phila. 









We make over and store, 
during the summer, furs on 
very reasonable terms. 

Garments to be altered or 
made over Stored free of charge. 

BERGDORF & VOIGT, 


Ladies’ Tailors and Furriers, 
125 Fifth Avenue. 
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‘* Ha, ha! ’tis she!” 








‘* Ah! if you only knew 





III. 


the love of a lifetime. §{ May I hope ?” 








IV. 


‘* You may——ask papa.” 


‘‘] UNDERSTAND that Tennyson was paid a half-dollar a word for 
his poetry,” said the soulful poet to the hard-headed editor. ‘* Now, 
you don’t pay me any such price for my poetry.” 

‘‘T can hardly afford to pay you half a dollar a word for your 
verses,” said the hard-headed editor ; ‘‘ but I will pay you half a dollar 
a line for a short poem.” 

Then the poet departed, and the next day returned with the follow- 
ing poem: 

TRUE LOVE’S COURSE. 
is 
John 


Yearns, 
Jane 
Turns. 
Eyes 
Meet ; 
Love— 
Sweet ! 
Jane 
Stops ; 
John 
Pops. 
Both 
Wed— 
’Nough 
Said. 
Il. 
John 
Mad, 
Jane 
Sad. 
Both 
Fight ; 
Sad 
Sight ! 
Whole 
Week 
Won't 
Speak. 
Re- 
Course 
Di- 
Vorce, 
The hard-headed editor carefully counted the lines, and conscientiously 
counted out the poet $16, remarking to himself: ‘‘I believe that fellow 
has got brains ; I thought he was only a poet."—New York World. | 


A CERTAIN man was hanged, that he died. And he left two sons, 
honest men. 

Now, one of the sons was a blacksmith. But the other became a 
physician. And after that their father had been taken from them these 
brothers made their homes in other lands. 

And the blacksmith would have prospered. But it befell that one 
asked him how his father made end. And the blacksmith, looking 
angrily upon him, answered, ‘‘ He was hung.” For the blacksmith was 
an honest man. 

Howbeit, presently, when a horse was missing, men gathered and 
hanged the blacksmith, saying, ‘‘ This man must take after his father.” 
So the blacksmith did take after his father, but whether he caught up 
with him the tale telleth not. ’ 

And at the same time, in his own city, one inquired of the physician by 
what means his father died. And the physician covered his face and 
wept. 

But while he wept he considered, saying within himself, ‘*If I say, 
‘ He was hanged,’ then shall I shock this man and give him pain, and 
it is my office to relieve pain. Nevertheless I must tell the truth.” 

He said therefore, ‘‘ My father died of heart failure.” And again 
he wept, the questioner weeping with him. 

Then, this being told, men said, ‘‘ Doubtless, since his father died 
of heartfailure, this good physician and loving son hath made study 
of kindred diseases.”” So they resorted unto him. 

And the physician became a specialist. And he looked at them who 
came, and coughed once and sneezed twice and demanded one hundred 
dollars. And they gave gladly, forthe physician was an honest man.— 
Kate Field’s Washington. 


HARRY: I always wear a hat to suit my head ; hang the style. 
Dick: Yes; 1 notice that a soft hat is your favorite.—Boston 
Globe. 


ma 











‘* Take her, my boy.” 





VII. 


The nuptial blessing. 


it 


VIII. 
Happy ever after. 
From St. Pauls. 





a 


